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Camera\'s Eye 


"Do you have it on?" 


From the view of the eye piece there was only black but a sheepish laugh made itself known. Where once had 
been nothing light spilled in from around the edges. The bedroom was lit in a fashion to bring the focus on the 
bed, though that was also helped by who was occupying it. Jens was lying down, sprawled comfortably with his 
head against the pillows, and dressed only in well-worn jeans. He wiggled his toes with a stretch of his legs, 
fingers content to linger on his waistband. "Come on," Jens murmured, fingers coming away from his stomach 


to motion out of view from the camera. 


Eggi came around to the bed, sitting on the edge but not without a wary glance to the red flashing button 


coming from the other side. "So... are you ready?" he asked, glancing up to Jens. 
With a certain nod, Jens reached out to pull Eggi closer, lips curling up slightly. "It doesn't sound like you are." 
"lll be fine - once we start," Eggi reassured him, and with those words, he removed his fingers from the 


blankets, ghosting them over Jens' stomach. They were forced to withdraw for a few seconds when Jens 


pushed his hands under Eggi's shirt, easing the fabric up to his chest and eventually all the way off. Red hair 


succumbed to static, fanning only a little, but Jens didn't bother neatening it, not when he was pulling himself 
up to kiss Eggi, loose lipped and tongue darting inside Eggi's mouth. 


Far too aware of the little device propped up beside their bed, red light flashing ominously, Eggi was unable to 
relax. It was clear in the way hands were stiff as he slid them around his back, unable to squeeze or stroke in 
any pleasurable way, only nervousness being conveyed. His face may have been concealed from the camera, 


hair a thick curtain, but Jens stroked his cheek, easing a little from the kiss. "Relax. . ." 
"Should | restart the camera?" Eggi asked, starting to look in the direction of the stacked books on the chair. 


"No," Jens insisted, though there was amusement underlying the order. "It'll take me all that longer to get you 
naked." It got a laugh, to which he was aiming for, but it wasn't his only goal, as he already implied. "I know 
exactly what'll make you relax." 


"Really?" Arching an eyebrow, Eggi made a show of waiting, but he didn't expect to be pushed aside. Switching 
their positions, his own back to the blankets, he started to sit up, but Jens helped him to half-lounge against 
the pillows, pulling them up to rest against the headboard. "What do you have in mind?" 


"Ohh. . " Murmuring under his breath, sweeping fingers over Eggi's stomach in a manner that might have been 
contemplative had it not been for the slight twist of lips, smug in knowledge, Jens grazed nails over ribs, 
outright smiling when Eggi jolted with a noisy breath. "I could do that... or. .." Hands rerouting, he brought 
them down to jeans, sliding the tail ends of belt apart then working on button and zipper. 


Eggi sucked in a breath as his hand conformed to his package, alternating between shaping and squeezing. Heat 
rising, relaxing the last thing on his mind, he rolled his hips up, grateful that he wasn't being stopped. Jens 
appeared to be more interested in encouraging him, taking it as his chance to pull jeans and underwear past 
hips and further down while his mouth worked on bringing him further up. 


A firm suck followed by a lazy drag of his tongue, Jens eyed Eggi. "How's that feeling?" 


"Perfect" He moaned at the sight of Jens with his full mouth, tight and hot. "God, you're always perfect” An 
appreciative mumble made him moan again and reach down for Jens’ shoulder, smoothing but tightening with 
every suck and squeeze, always knowing what to do. Those were the very thoughts that had him raising his 
fingers to knead at Jens' neck, feeling every minute movement as well as making Jens' breathing hitch. 


It didn't take long for Jens to wiggle his way back, teasing the whole length before he half rose. About to 
repeat one of his earlier questions, Jens didn't get his chance, first being kissed swiftly but hard, the hand on 
his neck never having moved. His breath froze for a half-second and he would have reciprocated had Eggi not 
tilted his head to the side, starting to nibble where his fingers had teased mere seconds ago. "l-I take it you're 
feeling better now," Jens commented on a weak laugh, more wrapped up in the sensations that hit one nerve 


ending, then striking another, than conversation. 


"Yeah." Warm breath then lips brushed over his pulse before sucking firmly, all of which had him pulling the 


pillows out from behind Eggi's back, sending him falling the short way to the bed. That didn't prevent him from 
marking his neck further as Jens was quick to follow him down. Now in an easy position to allow it he grinded 
down, not caring that Eggi had no protection from the jeans he was still wearing. Judging by his muffled cry, 
Eggi didn't mind either, bringing his hips up every time he came down 


Their knees finding the right position, his effortlessly sliding to frame Eggi's legs, they rocked together for 
every suck and squeeze, his fingers having managed to squeeze between their bodies to play with Eggi's nipple. 
He nearly whimpered in protest when Eggi prised his hips up, but had to grin when it was merely a means to 
get rid of the rest of his clothing; both of them naked, Jens settled back on his heels, sitting and appraising 
Eggi, entirely pliant and willing as he got onto his knees to follow after him. There was no need to lure him, 


eyes warm as they watched him, loving as he reached out to kiss him and pull him up and closer. 
"Lube?" 


"Already done" He felt Eggi nod more than heard his words, both of them kissing, soft brushes of lips to calm 
each other, slow the process down. Glancing aside, taking his eyes briefly away from Eggi's, he spied the bottle 
lying on the bed, once covered by the pillows. Sure enough, a slick digit teased at his opening, a silent request 
for him to move with him which he readily agreed to, hitching his hips back. One finger slid in, pushing deep, 
slowly making wide circles, while his thumb stretched to stroke the little bit of his back it could reach. 


‘lm good," Jens breathed, voice tight, eyelids heavy from the thorough ministrations, stretching and probing. 
He twisted his hips and whispered. "Ready." 


"Are you?" His turn to tease, and to take precaution, Eggi eased another finger in, scissoring as Jens twisted 
again on his fingers. There was a cry, and fingers coming up to grasp biceps. "You going to ride me like you 


said you would?" 


Lifting himself from Eggi's hands, Jens leaned forward at the same time as Eggi leaned back, grabbing the lube 
again. Cold liquid had him about to bite his lip, as well as his hand on his cock, stroking from root to tip, but 
Jens was already kissing him while they shifted, rising and sinking, lining up and slowly coming together. 


Wet fingers found his cock, pumping as he squeezed and rocked, hips and knees working him over and down on 
Eggi. The kiss didn’t last for long, breaths turning heavy between clipped praises, but Jens took his chance to 
tug on silky hair, exposing Eggi's neck with a noisy exhale and a blissful expression, lips parting to an ‘o' as 


teeth found his ear. "God, just like that." 


| want to feel you in me, with me." Jens tugged wetly on his earlobe, curling his hips in a manner that had 
both of them clinging to each other. Silent communication at its best, Eggi draped his arm around his lower 


back, dragging him down in time to their thrusts. "Yeah. . . more." 


Fingers curling, tight with need and impending release, they moved together, faster, deliberate with every 
movement, but a shared look was all it took for them to begin wiggling enough to create space between them 


but never parting entirely. Breathing deeply as fingers flexed, retracting from flushed skin, they kissed and 


caressed their way to slower heart rates. The loving words and touches continued as they unfolded their legs, 
bending carefully and slowly to stay in each other's embrace until Jens' back was to the bed, both their feet 
pointing towards the headboard. 


"Slow," Jens coached, hitching his hips up for the first of new thrusts, a drag that drew him tight, bones and 
muscles seizing before relaxing. To match their new pace it was easy to kiss, exploring each others' mouths 
with as much thoroughness as they wanted, other activities not requiring as much effort. The whole length of 
Eggi's back was massaged, his hands spread to feel and knead as much as possible. Sensation was given into, 
relished and spent until Jens dared to rock up for another thrust, a minimal force added but enough to change 


gears. 


Jens never said anything, Eggi knowing to strike harder. Hands finding purchase where needed, creating more 
friction for every movement, fleeting yet pointed for faster and squeezing tight for harder, they worked 
themselves higher, past the plateau and to the breaking point. Hair sticking to their faces and necks, and 
tasting the salt of their exertions from each other, Jens' back lifted from the bed with every push of their 
bodies. "Eggi, please, | want to--" Their eyes met, Eggi's expression considerably more impish than needy unlike 
Jens’. Jens started to protest, trying to grab for Eggi's shoulders but he was already moving back out of his 
hands. 


The camera being picked up had his gaze narrowing, watching as Eggi deliberated where to put it on the bed 
with them. Several locations were experimented with before he finally decided on one. Whatever he had planned 
Jens was wary, hope and fire only relighting in his stomach when Eggi took his cock, swallowing slowly around 
his length, watching him avidly. That look was still there though, which finally drew a moan out of Jens when 
Eggi's hands played lower, fondling his balls, pulling in time to long hollowed-out sucks. It was just as he feared, 
but with just as much relief and pleasure when Eggi's finger reached back to his opening, teasing as he sucked 
intermittently between his balls and his cock, cheek grazing each as he shifted back and forth, and eventually 


all the way back to where his finger was, his tongue soon joining. 


"God, Eggi!" Desperation made his voice pitch louder than he intended, though along with the need to come he 
was smiling through all of his contortions, face as well as his body. Eggi had been reluctant in the beginning, 
but now he was fully into it, to which Jens was reaping all the benefits. Firm long fingers, or slick and wending 
tongue, it had him struggling to reach for any of Eggi to hold onto. His failure at that had him lifting his legs, 
knees nearly to his chest, feet brushing against Eggi's shoulder blades. 


He blinked at the television screen, moaning at the same time as Jens did. The sounds that sputtered out past 
Jens lips were far from the pleasant easy-going front he ordinarily put on. Considering what Eggi was doing to 
him, it was easy to understand what was causing him to have such a fit. Fingers, lips and tongue played on for 
far too long, never giving Jens entirely what he needed, and just when it appeared he was there Eggi pulled 
back again, leaving Jens strung out. Eggi bent down to kiss him, letting him taste himself. He licked his lips 
before spitting in his hand some more, continuing to stroke himself, grinning as he checked the time bar on the 


display, indicating that there was still lots of time for sexy acrobatics. 


The camera changed positions as often as they did. From a sixty-nine to side-by-side, then Eggi on his hands 


and knees for some payback, they eventually made their way to Jens on his knees, Eggi taking him from behind. 
Eggi's hand on his waist and cock kept him upright for a while until Jens needed to grip the headboard Even 
that didn't last for long, Jens’ forearms braced against the bed, fisting the bunched, shifted mess of the 
blanket, while they each praised and pleaded for the other. 


He didn't know how he had lasted as long as Jens and Eggi had, but as he squeezed his eyes tight, sweaty hand 
and jeans splattered with his seed, he cried out in relief, a broken sound that matched the expression that was 
frozen on Jens face, body locked unnaturally. 


Huh? 


Whipping his head around, his flushed cheeks contrasted the whites of his eyes, wide as he gawked at Jens and 
Eggi, looking rather like their counterparts on the DVD - flushed and rumpled, yet finished. Eggi waved random 
shapes in air with the remote, shaking his head in disproval. Jens continued to look at him in such a way that 
he felt himself shrinking down into the crack separating the cushions of the couch. 


"Tobi, you really need to stop coming uninvited into our place." 


